Scene II

Agatha
[Enter Mary with flowers]

Mary*

The spring is very late in this northern country,
Late and uncertain, clings to the south wall.
The gardener had no garden-flowers to give me for this
evening.

Agatha
I always forget how late the spring is, here*

Mary

I had rather wait for our windblown blossoms,
Such as they are, than have these greenhouse flowers
Which do not belong here, which do not know
The wind and rain, as I know them.

Agatha
I wonder how many we shall be for dinner.

Mary

Seven... nine... ten surely.
I hear that Harry has arrived already ,
And he was the only one that was uncertain.
Arthur or John may be late, of course.
We may have to keep the dinner baek...
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